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OLLARIMYSTERY

THE ANDERSON DAILY !NTELLIGENCER‘_
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MacGrath

THE MILLION DOLLAR MYSTERY

“Fhe Million Dollar Mystery” will
run for twenty-two consccutive weeks
in this paper. By an arrangement
with the Thanhouser Film Campany it
has been made possible not only to
read the story in this paper but also
to see It each week' In the varlous
moving pleture theatres, For the so-
lution of this mystery story $10,000
will he glven,

Conditions Governing the Conlest

The prize of $10,000 will be won by
the man, woman or ch !1 who writes
the most acceptable solutlon of the
mystery, from which the last two
reels of the motion picture drama will
be made and the last two cnaptera of
e story written by Harold  Mac-
Grath.

Solutlong mny be sent to the Than-
houser Film corporation, either at
Chicago or New York, any time up to

midnight, Dec. 14. They must hear
pontoMce marks not later than tha
inte, This allows four woeeks after

the first appearance of the las' film
seleascn and three weeks after the
it ! ‘= puhilished in the paper
4 vl vh o submit the solutions.

A board of three judges will deter-

ety

more than a pint of wine or smoke
more than two clgiars In an evening?
Poor fools! What! Jet my brain go
Into the wastebasket for the sake of
an hour or so of exhilaration? No, and
never will 1. I'm keen about the gray
matter I've got, and by the Lord
Harry, I'm going to keep it Theri's
only oneg dope flend in the Hundred,
and he's one of the best decoys wae
have; 8o let him bave his coke when-
ever he really needs it.  But this man
Felton has seen my face. Some duy
he'll see It again, ask questions, and
then—"

“Then what?”

“A burial at sea,” he lnughed. The
laughter died swiltly ag It camo
“Threw it inio eight hundred foet of
witter, on a bar where the sands are
alwayg shifting. He'll never find it,
even If he took the range. He could
not have got a decent one The sun
was dropping and lhe shadows were
long. He threw the chest into the
water and then began pegging away
at us, cool as you please, and fred
our tank.,"”

"It looks to me ps If he hnd wasted

hils time.”
"“That depends, Helween you and me

mine wlich of the many soluifons re- [and the gate post. 1've a sneaking idea

celved s the most acceptable. The
Judgment of this board will be abso-
lute and final. Nothing of a literary

naturn will be considered in the de- honestly

cision, nor given any
the selection of the winner of the $10,-
900 prize. 'The last two reels, which
will give the most aceeptabls solution
to the mystery, will be presented In
the theatres having this feature as
soon as it {s possible to produce the
same. The story coresponding to
these motlon plctures will appear in
the newspapers colncidentally, or as
soon after the appearance of the pie-
tures as practicable.  With the last
two reels will be shown Lhe picture
of the winner, his or her home, and
other Interesting features, It is un-
derstood that the newspapers, so far

“ae practicable, In printing the jast iwo

chapters of the story by Harold Mac-
ar; Th. will' also show & plcture of the
Giccessful contestant.
lutions to the''mystery must not
qfe than 100 -vords long. Here
siresolub Guestions to be kept In mind
in connection wjth the mystery as an

: -rﬂ;tp ‘a ®alution:

“INoi  T-<What becomes of the mil-
llonaire? .
0, SLN¢
00AB, s s
0. 3—Whom does Florence niarry?

No. 4—What does becomes of the
Russlan countess?

Nobody connected either directly or
indirectly ‘with “The Millon Dellar
Mystery™ will be considered #s a con-
testant.

hdt becomes of the $1,000,-

Bynopels of Previous Chaplers.

Stanley Hargreave, millonaire, after
a mirgenlays escape from the den of
the gang of brilliant thieves known as
the Black Hundred. lives the life of a
recluse for eighteen years. Hargreave

.one night enters a Broadway restau-

rant and there comes faco to face with
iiie gang's Ieader, Braine,
thg mecting, durizg <hich
= ber!man apparently rccognizes the
or, Hargreave hurries to his mag-
nificent, Riverdala home pnd lays
plane for making his escape from the
ieountry, He writea a ietter to the
girls' school In New Jersey where 18
years before he had mysteriously left
‘off thié doorstep his baby daughter,
Florence Gray. He also pays a visit
fo the hangar of a daredevil aviator,
talpe and membera of his band
rotind Hargreave's home at night,
Lt 85 thasy enter ths hiouse Uhie watch-
ers outside see a balloon leave the
roof. The safe is found empty—the
million which Hargreave was known
to have drawn that day was gone, Then
some ohe announced tho balloon had
Jbeen punctured and dropped into the
EOR.

Florance arrives ,from the girls’
gchool, Princess Olga, Bralne's com-
panion, visita her and clalms to be a
rolative. Two bogus detectives call,
but their plot is folled by Norton, a
nowepaper man.

By bribing the captain of the Orlent
Norton lays a trap for Braine and his
gang. Princess Olga also visits the
Orlont's captain and she easily falls
into thibl;upprter‘s snare. The plan
proves rtive through Bralne's good
luck and only hirelings fall into the
hands' of the police,

Iater, Floremee Is lured from home
by the band, but sucteeds In frecing
herself from their clutches. The next
day Joues removes a box from s hid-
ing place and, porswed by Braine's
men, rushen 1o the water fremt. A
rilce In moter beais ensnes. Joues
drops the box Into the sea and with
l.ﬂ.!; 'I.Ihl'ul ie sots fire {o the pursuing

CHAPTER V1.

“Did you get the range?’ arked th
countess, when late that night Brain
rocounted hig adventure.

“REnge!” he shanied. oMy girl,
haven't 1 just told you that 1 had to
fight  for my life, boat was In

flames. We had to swim for it till we
wore picked up by a Long laland
barge tug. I dem't' know what be.

‘the motor man. He
~straight. for ahore.

that this man Jones, whom nobody lias
glven any particular attention, is a
decp, clever man, He may havk heen
attempting to Nod a new

preference in [ hiding place: the advertiseraent In the

newspaper may have drawn him. e
may have thrown the box in pure rage
at seelng himself checkmatea, Again,
the whole thing may have been work-
ed up for cur henefit, a hlina, But
If that's the case, jones uas us on the
hip, for we can’t tell. Bul we can
do what in all probability he expects
we'll cense to do—watch him jusy as
shrewdly as bofore.”

Olgn caught his hand and drew him
down beside her. *“l wasn’'t golng to
bother you tonight, but It may meoan
something vital.”

“What?' alertly.

For reply she rose and walked over
to the light button. She pressed It
and the gpartment became dark.

“Come over to the window, quick!"
She dragged him across the room.
“Over the way, the house with (he
marble front,"

A man emerged, 1t a eclgarette pnd
walked leleurely down the street.

“No" sho crled, as BProine turned

the intentlon of finding out who this
man was. “Every night after you
leave ho appears

“Does ho follow me?”

“No. And that's what botliered me
at firat. I belleved he was watching
some aperiment above. But regularly
when [ turn out the lights he comes
forth, So there’s no doubt that he
watches yon enter and takes note of
your doparture.”

“But doesn't follow me. That's odd.
What the devil is hle idea?"

“I'd glve n good deal to learn™

The shadow and the glowing ciga.
ret disappeared around tha ecarner,
and the lights In the apartment were
turned on pgain,

“He's gono. You rea.ly think he's
watching me?"

“He's watching thie apartment. the
witcher was watching,from s van-
tage behind the,corner,

"Bunplcloua!"'ha murmured, tossing
the cigarette into the gutter. It's a
watching me for n change. I'll drop

out. ‘I know what I know, It's a
great world. It's fine to be alive and
kicking on top of it.” ,He went oun
without haste and took the subway
traln for downtown.

thers any way 1

him?" psked Braine.

“Tomorrow night you migit leave
by the janitok's entrance. I'll keep the
lights on till you're outside. Then 1'l1
turn them off and you carn follow
and learn who he {s "

“it'y mighly imporiant”

“Don't scowl. At your age a wrin-
kle |s apt to remain If you once Egot
it started.”

He langhed. “Wrinkles!" She coula
talk of wrinkies!

“They are moge important than you
think. Every morning I rub out the
wrinkle I go to bed with.”

“I wish you could rub out the genc-
ral stupldity which is wrinkling my
brain. I've made three moves aned
failed in eachi, Whal's ~ome ever
meT" ;

“Perhaps you've had too many suc-
cesses. The wheel >f chance la al-
wayYs turning around.’

“May I smoke?®" ;

Thanks, At least it proves you suh
have some consideration for mn. You
would smoke whether it wusengreoa.
ble or not. Bui I like the cdor of a
good clgar. And i nlway, “eipa von
to think " v

Braine 1t the alza
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and began hic

customary pacing., AL langta - paus-
EE e

. “Suppose wa havo w roal old. fash-
loned coaching pariy out !5 We old
mansion we know about?’

“And what shall wa co th rey”

M ilie mausion oo ¢ haniea
castle where sometimes paople onter
cén't gét out. Do you think rou gauld
el her. Lo go?" - et Rk e
St o ity .

“Olga, I must have that girl; and
I must have her roon.’ Mometimes I
find myself mightily puz ied cier the
wholé thing.. Ir Hargréave s alive,
why doesn’t hé twia un now thatiit's
practicaly kmown .hat his dauehter

face. | presides over his housshold? I migat

Jdteery

0 | p :
‘ting the half consumed

underatand it if 3 didn’t Know that
‘Hergreave la really afraid of noth-

5 ing. Where s the man with the dive

thousand, pioked up at rea? What
was the. reasnu for Jomes' carrying
that. box jout in m&mad l’nyllsli;:
Who s the chap watching across ¢

_ﬂﬁllum-m.m- ul’
A ‘have one!—tiiat H s
with us, playiug! W "Mﬂ
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gratn, “the Black  Handréd nlwin
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to make for tho door, donbtless with |
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“Wo are g tine palr!™ apld the wom.
an hiterly,

“"We are oxactly what fate intended
us to be.  They wrote you down in
the book as o beautiful body with a
erookgd mind.
fg (he devil, doomed o roam cartl
top till I'm killed.”

“Killed 7"

“Why, yes. I'm
chap who dies in
by the weeping members of :he fami-
Iy, doctor, nurse,~and priest I'm a
scoundrel;  but It has this saying
grace, | enjoy being a scoundrel Now,
I'm going up to tihe club. lere's
nothing like g game of billnrds or
chess io smooth that wrinkie which
seems o worry yvou.'"

In the great newspaper offize thers
wap mighty racket. Midnight al-
ways medns pandettonlum in the clty
room of g metropolitan dally. Copy
bo¥s are rushing to and fro, mcssen-
gers and printers wih sticky galleys
in their hands; reporlers were bang-
ing awey al their tvpewriters, ana
intdrovinglizg ybu could hear  the
ceaseless elickety-click from the tole.
Eraph room,

The managing editor came out of
bie office and approachad the desk of
the night city editor.

“Editorial page goue down?"

“Twenty minutes ago,” sald {he
night city editor b

“I wanted n stick on that Fanama
rumpus.'

"Too late.”

nit the kind of

They wrote me aowr

bed, surrounded |y

tlons, which 10 Susan carie with the
rapidity. of rain upon the roof.
“8a Joges vent along?
“In hlg capacity of butler only."
Nortor, emiled. ~Dell, 'l taks a

Jaunt ong there mynell. You are sure
of tho location?”
'“l'ea”

“Well, good-by. I'll ko a3 a walter,
since they wouldn’t invits ne. 1'g
Fonie of the beet little wallors youtever

enrd of; and all things rome to nim
who walts,”

What a pleasant .affable voing man
he was! thought Susan as she watch-
ed him jump into the car and: En fy-
Ing up the street.

Jones was g good deal
wien Norton
manor,

“What made you come hnere dressed
like thir??* th» butler demandod, |

“I'm a suspiclous duffef; maybe
that's the reason * 1

“Do you know anything?"

suUrprises
tirned ap “t the oid

“Maybe it's just as well you did,”
sald Jones moodily.

“I kniow this place. The buuse-
keoper uscd to be my purse, ana ir
she Is still on the job she may he
of service to us.  You don't think
they'll question or' recognize me:’
~ “Hardly, 'l put in a word for you.
I'l say: 1 sent for you, mot' knowing
if we had cnough servants to tako
care of the luncheor, "

"Where's Jlm MNorton?'

“At the chamber of commesce ban-
quet. The major Is golng to throw
@ homb into the encmy’'s camp."

“Nothing on the Hargreave stoff?"

"No. Guess 1'd belter put that in
the cubby-hole. He's dead, ™

“No will found yet?"

“Not a plece as big as a postage
stamp.”

“That will leave the girl in a tough
place, No will, no hirth certifieate;
and worst of all, no photograpn of the
old man himself. I don't see why Jim
sidestepped this affatr. He is the oaly
man in town who knew anylhing
about Hargreave.”

“He hasn’t givon it up; but he wants
to cover it on his own, turn the yarn
(over when” he's got it. no falpe
talarms."

“Ah! So that's the game?”

“Yer; and Jim s the sort every
paper needs, When the time comes
the story turns up, If thero iy one.
Here he lg now.
in the fourth act of a drama.
looking chap, though.”

Norton came In through the outer
gates llo was in ovening clothes, top
hat. A dead sigarette dangling be-
tween hils lips,

“How much do yon want?* askel
the might city editor.

"Column and a half.,”

“Of with vour glad rags!”

"Anything good?" asked the manag-
ing editor.

“The lid has been jammed an tight.
No wine In any restaurant after 1
o'tleck.  Thejell bo & roundup of
overy gunman In town ™ =)

“Good work! Go to it.”

It wus 1 o'clock when Norton turn-
cd In his last gheet of:copy and start.
ed home. Just outside the entrance
to the bullding a man with a slouch
hat drawn down over him ey?s step-

Good

ped forward.

“Mr. Norton?" ‘

“Yes." Norton stepped back sus-
piclously. The other chuckled, rases
and lowered his hat swiftly.

“Good Lord!" murmured the re-
porter. : p

“Will you take
a taxi™

“All the way tn Syracuse, if von
say so. Well, I'll . : tinker damned!"”

“No names please!" 1

What took place in that taxicab
was never generally known. Bat at
10 o'clock the nex' morning Novion
surprised the ‘elevflor bay by goiug
out. Norton proc-~ded downtown . ta
th National bank. where he doposited
$5.000 in bllls of "arge denominations.
The teller had ¢ ino dificulty In colt-
Ing them. They stuck tegether and
retained the sodden appearance of
money recent!y submerged in watoer.

Florence v delightod at the ldea
of a coachiry; party. Oftan during her
school girl .lays she had seen the
fashionable . coaches zo careening
dlong the r.ad, with the sharp, cloar

a ride with md o

thunder of hoofs and rattling ef
wheels. Jones was not enthusiastic;
neither wag he a. killjoy. Lrtraren
"Bui yon are to go aiong, fow™ sala
Florence. RS AR
“I, Misa Florence?. .. o %ol
“The countess 'nvited: you cspocini-
1¥.  You will go with a bhayaper™ -
“Ah. In my capacity ns butler; very
., Miss Florence.” To her ne gave
no:sign of his socrst. catlafmoti ¥
The houy arrived, and (lie gay .party

blareof the born. . Florenu's enjoy-

‘all bat fell upon his u ck.
| *“Dut what are you doing here, drese-

Looks llke an actor

note of t o tugle rising above the|

bowiled away. They wound in . and|
cut of o gidesis OWArd the cowitry

fo.the. crack of the:whip ang touli

“And now 1I'll go and hunt up Meg."
=nre eyough, his old nurse was still
In chargn of the house; and wien
her “baby” disclosed his Identity she

ed up as n waiter??

“It's a little secret, Meg. 1 wasn't
Invited, and the truth s I'm vary
desparately in love with the young
lady Tn whose honor tHif coaching
‘party Is belng given. And . . may-
{te she's In danger.”

“Danger? What about?"

“The Lord only knows. '‘But show
me pbout the housz 1've not been
here in 80 long I've forgotion e ron
of it. I remember one roow with
;the ceeret panel and anotler with a
painting 1ha'  turne..
changed them ™

“No: It i1 just the same here as it
uged to bt Come aleng and I'l show
you." ;

Norton Inspected the room careful-
1y, stowing away in his mind eveary
detail.  He might be worryving about

had happened that iz was hetier to
be on the side of caition tuan on the
side of carelessness. He lefu the house
and ran across Jones carrviug a bas-
ket of wino. b i

“Here, Norton; take this 1o the
party.. I want to rechnaolier.”

“All right, Mavd! Say Jonee, how

Jjoh?" comleally.

“Get along with you, Mr. Norton Tt
may he the time to laugh, and then
it may not.* fi: apat

"I'm gcing back ints the hauwse and
bido behind a secret panel. I'vo got
my revolver.” You go wo the glatles
and take a:try at my cur; see if she
works smopthly. We muay bave to do
some hiking. . Whuere i3 the countess
in this?" RALT

'“Leave that to me, Mr “ Norton,"
said the butler with his grim umiie.
1"'Be off, they are moving back toward
the house,” 1 by -

So Norton carried the baske: around
to the lawn, whore it wag taken from
his hands hy tho rasulds cazennt [
sigher as he saw ﬂpmnce.- laughing
and chatting with & ‘man wio was a
stranger and whom ho heard address-
ed ay count.  Some friend of the coun-
tens, no dotbt. Where wag -11 this
tangle going to end? He wished he)
knew. And what p yarn he was poing
to write some day! it would be read
like ono of Gaboriaw’s tales He turn-

grounds, when beyond a ¢lurap of
codars hie saw Liree or four men con.
versing lowiy. He got =s near ns
possible, for 'when three or four men
put their heads together. 'and whisper
animatedly, it usually means a poker

|

“Well;, no: 1 can’t say that I do. b
But, Hang it, I just had to come out
here, ¢

ave - they |

nothlog; but so many etrange thinga|-

much do you think I'd 2arn at this _

ed away ta wandor; 141 aboat thel)
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By Louis Joseph Vance .
Adthor of The Fortune Hunter—The Black Bag—The Lone Weli—Etc.
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Love— .
Death— .~

Sweet ‘Cup'id and Grim Death, in
the form of a rose and a playing
card, play tag with each other around Alan
Law, hero of Louis Joseph Vance’s new com-
bination Motion Picture novel. ¢

If you like to read—if you enjoy seeing some-

thing really worth while—don't dare miss
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game or gomething worse. He eanght
& phrase or two as it camo down the
wind, and then he knew that the vague!
suspicions that had brough{ him out
her .had been set in motion by [ats,
He heard “Florence” and “the old
dritwing room”; and that was enongi,

He scurried about for Jones. - It
was p'i:rn Iﬁ:, that M}-Jm&- Ilasdo old
Meg  show ) ugh, the une,
otherwise he would hﬂﬂ‘imotun an

resignedly. \Were' - these mén.uf the.
countess party? Nortpn counldn't say.
#na by he counld hear the guest mov-
ing about ‘im - the foom. ‘Then all
Bound . Mhl. G TOF W _ﬁi_“T--;; i‘-’a“rw.‘;-
strain ~ean againat the panel.

door closed shacply, @ 0 -

_“No; here you must stay, '’
i8d7," 4Rid & mans FoLoH, |

ul the bﬂqmtwh

bl 3 : 'y w2

ment would have been perfect had it] "It means that no:y
not been for the ahsenza of N% io this rootn and fhat’ you
'Why .::da*z he W&"&‘;L‘-‘“-.--B’?& fiajm untii it ‘fa" toy ate
not.-ask: hecause; mot.emte . to| - The so
discloge o the conntss her .' osL{ly, -and
In the reporter. Thoy were: rewring|cued. . Lal
the Himits of the eoity, when the conchiol s chalr gt
W¥aa forced to take n sharpiturn tojone sat H
avold an automébile fa iraubla. Thejperhaps five minutes;
man ‘puttering at the eugine ralae .ilq alid hack  the

- It s Norten, el Florance | bouiid and gagg:
waved her hand vigorousiy, oo o cfIt was but the.w
“A.coaching party,” he myr adi | lberate her. - © ol
“And. your unele. Jamed wos e 19 e Ul 08 =
xitedl O very wah:" e , and ul‘t;k;.llg-' i
.m“b grow  serious, | -
hurt to fid out whers {ed; and
He set o work anva

the troublp, vighived It,
for the ' Hargreave homw.
Sunate &30 hombarded e,

i euce I 8
und | “-H%w did

ed o
you gt

3

abont thy secret pamel ‘in . the wail 28
*|and the painting. * Joues |snrugged

do.you mean, eir?” demand.! . S
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